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The bright light settles you 

out here on the porch, glassed in. 

I hold you,  

your arms and legs tucked  

to your chest as if in the womb. 

I show you what is out there,  

what's down those steps. 

 

To the left,  

the park where you will ride your bike  

popping wheelies in the grass, rutting the green, 

and you will pump the swings aloft,  

someday launching yourself. 

 

Straight ahead, 



the lake where salmon still migrate  

from the ocean to spawn, to die. 

In late Augusts, you will swim, 

dive for dimes and come up shiny and wet. 

You will watch girls' dark cleavages deepen, 

and you will dance as their breasts lift. 

 

And at the hill's mid rise,  

the school, its new bricks covering old stone.  

Teachers pile up your notebooks, full and heavy. 

Kids fill the rooms with the ricochet  

of so many languages spoken  

in this neighborhood, blocks of houses 

and lawns and sidewalks and street lamps. 

Your language will be English, Thai, Spanglish, 

hiphop, Somalian, Chechan, Mandarin, Rez 

—a mix native to you and your friends. 

your father over a little more each night. 

 

For awhile you will, that is; 

then you will walk away, and I will 

remember for you, this moment,  

on the porch, and you in my arms 

wrapped so tight, and the east sun  

brightening your space here.  

 

End. 

 


